LUDLOW

H

enry James in his Portraits of Places writes of Lud-
low:

The little city is perched upon a hill; it has a remarkable air of
old civic dignity. Its streets are wide and clean, empty and a little
grass grown and bordered with spacious, mildly ornamental houses,
which look as if there had been more going on in there in the first
decade pf the century than there is in the present but which can still
nevertheless hold up their heads and keep their window panes clean,
their knockers brilliant and their door-steps whitened.

It is hardly surprising that there should be an air of
departed greatness about this beautiful country town, for once
it was the capital of fourteen counties, the seat of the Council
of the Marches and its castle, a royal residence. From the
eleventh century onwards Ludlow was the scene of baronial
and border wars which are so fraught with romantic incident
that one hesitates to believe in them. To the days of warfare
succeeded the peaceful splendour and civic dignity of the
Tudor period, which has left its mark on the architecture of
town and castle alike. This was the golden age of the Council
of the Marches, which in the next century was to fall into such
disfavour that it was finally abolished in 1689, and with its
passing the great days of Ludlow were over. It still preserved,
however, its character as the winter residence of the Shrop-
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